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can fight against fate?   It seems we must go on.   If we can but pass
Mendi Ghat before day breaks!"

They did pass Mendi Ghat, slipping past silently with shipped
oars in the first, faint flush of dawn.

" We'll get through yet," Delacey exulted: and the gods of the
river laughed.

Almost as he spoke, they struck a sandbank, hovered, got clear
with a crunch and a jerk and a thrashing of oars. Swept on. Struck
again, more heavily; turned broadside on, heeled over.

" Look out! She's going to capsize."

" Throw your weight to the other side!"

" Pirthi Pal, order your men out to push her off!"

The men needed no encouragement. Anything, risk of crocodiles,
risk of drowning, anything was better than being stuck in the middle
of this accursed river, an easy target for anyone who might come
along: and they were convinced, quite erroneously, as it happened,
that the mutineers were following them along the bank. They
leapt into the shallow water swirling over the sandbank, they pushed
and heaved and strained with a will. But the sand held them like a
sentient, hostile thing unwilling to relinquish its prey.

" Push, you misbegotten sons of feeble mothers!"

" Aie, brothers. All together, heave!" But it was over an hour
before they floated clear, and it was seven o'clock before they reached
Bithur.

The air was clamorous with bugles, the town white with tents, the
shores alive with uniforms. Mutineers or loyal? A challenge rang
out across the water.

" In the name of the Nana Sahib, stop! Who are you and whither
do you go?"

" I take wife and daughter to Cawnpore, to bathe in the sacred
Ghat."

The man on shore laughed. " Then you will bathe in blood,
brother."

" Aye.   Even now we return thither to slay the Feringhis"

" Pull in!  We will look after your womenkind."

" Pull in!   Here is safety."

For the first time Pirthi Pal's courage seemed to fail him. " What
can we do, Sahib? If we go on to Cawnpore------"

" We've got to go on to Cawnpore. How long do you think we
should last if they got a good look at the ladies? Or you and your
men either. We've got to go on to Cawnpore."

But the oarsmen had no intention of going on to Cawnpore. The
word " safety " lured them like the song the sirens sing. What to
them were these strange Feringhis in the boat that they should risk